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THE DEVIL CAME BACK 


A certain devil felt very happy. He 
had taken up housekeeping in a man’s 
heart, and every time he told that man 
to do something, he did it. He had to. 

It was a dirty, untidy place, that heart 
where the devil lived. It was cluttered with 
evil thoughts, unkind words, envy, lies, and 
Sabbathbreaking. But that was the way the 
devil liked it. 

Though the devil was happy, the man 
was miserable. He longed to be freed from 
the control of the evil spirit, and one day 
he went to see Jesus. 

Jesus commanded the devil, “Come out 
of him!” 

Oh, but the devil was angry then! He 
knew he had to obey Jesus, but he wouldn’t 


The devil sat around in the shadows, an evil look 
on his face, wishing he could return to his home. 
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go willingly. He threw the man on the 
ground and left him half dead. 

Jesus lifted the man gently and told him 
to go and sin no more. He was thrilled. The 
devil was gone. His sins were forgiven. He 
sang all the way home. 

But the devil was in no singing mood. 
He sat in the shadows and chewed his 
fingernails, a look of fiendish malice fixed 
on his face. 

“Wait till I get my own back on him,” 
he muttered. But he was scared. If he 
bothered the man again, he might go t 
Jesus for help—and it terrified the devil * 
think what would happen then. 

As the weeks passed, the devil wandered 
here and there through dry desert places, 
but found no rest. He became more and 
more lonesome for his old home, and de- 
cided to risk going back. He would be 
careful, though. 

He crept quietly up to the man’s heart, 
looking carefully this way and that, to be 
sure no good angels were waiting to pounce 
on him. He was relieved to find none. 

Courage rising, he came right up to the 
window and peered in. Jesus Himself told 
us what the devil saw inside. The place was 
“empty, swept, and garnished.” 

All the evil thoughts and unkind words 
had been swept out, along with the envy 
and the lies and the Sabbathbreaking. 
There were even flowers on the table. But 
that was all. There were no good angels 
around. No good thoughts to take the 
place of the evil ones Jesus had swept out. 
No kind words, no loving acts, no thought- 
ful deeds. 

“Oh, ho!” chortled the devil. “Wait till 
I tell my friends about this,” and off he 
flew and gathered up seven other devils 
more wicked than himself. Back they came 
and lived in that man’s heart, and Jesus 
said, the last state of that man was worse 
than the first (Matt. 12:43-45). 

As the year closes, I hope you are busy 
helping Jesus clean out any rubbish tha 
may have been in your heart this year. mr 
don’t stop there. As the new year begins, 
be sure you fill your life with good things. 
Then when the devil comes around and 
peers in the window of your heart, he will 
see so many good angels there he will run 
away and never come back. 

Your friend, 


a Wr 
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TROUBLE IN THE HAYLOFT 7 


vs 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL ‘ 


AY lived on a farm in Texas with her 
daddy and mamma and nine brothers 
and sisters. 

What a family! And what fun they all had 
together! With horses to ride, cows to milk, 
calves and colts to look after, chickens to 
feed, and dogs and cats to play with, there 
was never a dull moment for anybody. 

Sometimes the children would all get 
together in the big barn and start jumping 
from the hayloft onto the big pile of hay 
below. They would climb up the tall ladder 
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like squirrels and jump off the top over and 
over again. 

Then one of the boys hurt himself. Not 
too badly, but just enough to make Daddy 
put a stop to it all, in case one of the 
others might get hurt worse. He said there 
was to be no more jumping from the hayloft, 
ever. And when Daddy spoke firmly like that, 
the children all knew he meant what he said. 

To page 21 


May missed the pile of hay and fell hard 
on the concrete floor of the old barn. 
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FIGHT of the LAST FRONTIER 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


LOST IN THE WILDERNESS 


By JAN S. 


WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


No one knew what lay among the snow-capped peaks 
of the Olympic Mountains in Washington. They were 
America’s last frontier. Then, in 1885, a party of 
explorers, led by Lieutenant O'Neil, set out to uncover 
the secret. Eee had many adventures. After several 
weeks they divided into two groups to hasten the work. 
One ou quickly lost its mules and equipment over 
a cliff. The other faced worse disaster when O'Neil, 
climbing down a steep embankment, lost his footing. 


WHEN O'Neil slipped, the pack on his 
back saved his life. As he slid down the 
dangerous. embankment toward the waterfall, 
the pack caught between two branches, slow- 
ing him long enough to permit him to grab 
some shrubs growing in the bank. With a 
mighty pull he struggled back to the other 
men. Looking down after regaining his posi- 
tion, he noticed that only a few feet farther 
and he would have plunged into space and 
away down fifty feet onto huge boulders 
below. With great difficulty he now made 
his way around the precipice on shaky knees 
to the valley below. 

That evening his band of explorers de- 
cided to make one more survey of the Elwha 
River and then return. Cache Camp was at 
least twenty-five hard mountain miles away, 
and they were not equipped to take many 
more adventures without replenishing their 
food supply. They had not as yet been down 
to the main river, but had stayed among the 
tributaries. 

“What I want to see now is the general 

- lay of the land from a high peak, so that we 
can determine the topography better,” O'Neil 
announced. 

With this in mind he started out the next 
day with Private Johnson. After much diffi- 
culty they reached the desired crest, and be- 
fore their eyes lay the whole grand display 


DOW ARD 


of the northwest peaks. To the north w 
Mount Baker with its cut-off flat crown, 
Glacier Peak to the east, and the giant of 
Washington, Mount Rainier, to the southeast. 

“I think I see Mount Adams, and Saint 
Helens, too!” exclaimed Private Johnson. 

O'Neil strained his eyes and agreed. 
Faintly in the dim distance were two other 
giant peaks rising above the clouds. The 
men were now ten or twelve miles from 
Mount Constance, one of the highest peaks 
on the eastern side of the Olympics. Before 
them rose all of the last frontier. 

“I tell you, Johnson, this has been a battle, 
but I believe we've conquered thus far.” 

“What do you mean, sir?” 

“I mean that though we haven't finished 
crossing these mountains to see all the land, 
we have uncovered many of the mysteries of 
the last frontier, but it has been a real 
fight.” 

“It’s not been with guns, but it certainly 
has been a fight, all right.” Private Johnson 
rubbed his knees and smiled. , 

Little did Private Johnson know then that 
in the next battle, the frontier would win, 
and he would be the loser. 

The two made their way down from the 
summit. 

“Crossing that ice flow ahead would be far 
easier than going around.” O'Neil pointed 
with his finger toward a short cut across a 
dangerous passage leading to the opposite 


back sooner. 

“Johnson, I want you to stay here while 
go out on the ice. If it’s safe to cross, I'll 
signal with my right arm. If it’s not, then 
the left will indicate that you’d better go 
around. I'll work carefully along and meet 


ridge. If they could take this, they would ‘® 
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you on the other side. Wait for my signal.” 

With this O'Neil started out. The snow 
was hard packed, and in many places there 
was nothing but glare ice, which slid the 
lieutenant along in frightful sweeps. The 
incline grew steeper. Suddenly there yawned 
before him a crevasse ten feet wide. Man- 
aging to stop just on the very edge, O'Neil 
looked down into what seemed to be a 
bottomless pit. Dark and forbidding, the hole 
gaped like the mouth of an ugly monster. 

Not being able to climb back up because 
of the ice and the steepness of the pitch, 

‘Neil decided to try to leap the chasm. 

lenching his fists and crouching low, his 
legs tight for a spring, he hurled himself as 
far as possible. Breathlessly Johnson watched 
from the ridge above. Sailing out over the 
crevasse, the lieutenant made the ten feet, 
and then tottered on the brink. His right 
heel hit an ice hump, and with a sharp cry 
he disappeared into the dark hole. Johnson 
stood for a moment terror stricken, then 
started to rush to his aid. O'Neil found the 
hole to be deep, but not so deep as it had 


looked, and he suddenly 
reached the bottom with a 
thud. 

“Hey, Johnson,” he 
called, from the bottom of 
the hole. “Can you hear 
me, Johnson?” His voice 
was muffled and dead against the ice walls. 
Cupping his hands, he yelled again, “Hey, 
Johnson! You'd better go around. Do you 
hear? You'd better go around.” 

Johnson, coming from the top of the 
ridge, could hear the sounds, but could not 
make out what the lieutenant was trying to 
say, and becoming alarmed and excited, hur- 
ried across the ice flow to rescue his com- 
mander. 

Meanwhile O'Neil, shivering and bruised, 
decided he had had enough of this sort of 
thing. 

“This is a cold old tomb,” he muttered 
as he struggled to climb the wall. “Who 
wants to stay here?” Digging his toes into 
the sides to form steps, he worked slowly to 

To page 19 





The lieutenant leaped across the crevasse, planted both feet on the far side, then lost his balance. 
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WHISTLING WALTER 


By MARYANE G. MYERS 


| DON’T see why Mother couldn't have 
taken Patsy to town with her today. Boys 
aren't supposed to baby-sit,” Stan muttered, 
kicking a baseball bat off the front porch. 

““Too many stores and too many pack- 
ages, was all she told me,” his brother Fred 
remarked, sinking wearily onto the top step. 
“All the gang are having fun on the vacant 
lot, and here we are, sitting around, watching 
a girl play dolls.” 

But Patsy wasn’t playing dolls. She was 
sitting very still in her small red rocker, 
listening to her brothers. “You don’t have to 
stay with me. You can go play,” she said, her 
five-year-old voice trembling. Giant-size tears 
splashed on her freshly ironed dress. 

“Wish we could.” Fred ignored the tears. 

“We might slip off for a little while,” Stan 
suggested. 

“Or take her along,” said Fred. 

“And let her get hit by a ball?” Stan 
snorted. “We would have double trouble! 
No, let’s bear it. It’s one of the things fellows 
have to put up with when there’s a baby in 
the family.” Stan did not mean to say it 
roughly, but he was angry. 

Patsy jumped up from the chair, heart- 
broken, and ran sobbing into the house. 

Fred looked at Stan, and started to say 
something, but a blue car and a moving van 
stopped in the driveway of the vacant house 
next door just then, and Stan interrupted. 

“New neighbors!” he exclaimed, jumping 
to his feet. 

“Hi!” A boy, almost as tall as Stan, greeted 
them in a friendly manner as he stepped out 
of the car. 

The brothers returned his greeting. Then 
Fred remarked, “He’s real friendly, the kind 
everybody at school will like. I’m glad he’s 
moving next door to us. We'll be his best 
pals.” 
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The more they watched, the more they 
agreed that the boy next door would be the 
right kind of neighbor and friend. “He’s 
stronger than most boys his age. Look at him 
lift that box!” Fred exclaimed. It was a huge 
carton of books, and the boys knew it must 
be heavy. However, to their amazement, the 
boy carried it as easily as if it had been 
a pillow. 

“Wonder if he’s trying to show off?” Stan 
grunted. 

Fred ignored the comment. “Wouldn't be 
surprised if he would make a keen pitcher,” 
he speculated. 

The words were hardly out of his mouth 
when the new boy bounded out of the house, 
then stooped for a small rock on which 
he had bumped his toe. The brothers 
watched while he picked it up, examined it 
for a moment, then sent it whirling in a 
beautiful curve at singing speed into a vacant 
lot across the street. 

“Whee!” said Fred. “Did you see that?” 

“Indeed I did!” Stan beamed. He stepped 
into the next yard and motioned to the new 
boy. “My name is Stan Thurman,” he said. 
“This is my brother, Fred.” 

“My name is Walter Reeves,” said the boy. 
Suddenly his face blossomed into a pleasant 
smile as a small golden-haired girl caught 
hold of his hand. He took time to lift her 
gently in his arms. “This is Wanda, my sister 
She is two years old.” #® 

Stan looked at the child. “We have a little 
sister, too,” he said, feeling a bit guilty about 
hurting Patsy’s feelings as he watched the 
tiny arms encircle the neighbor boy’s neck. 
He changed the subject. “We like your 
pitching,” he confessed. 

“How would you like to meet the neigh- 
borhood ball team tomorrow?” Fred asked. 

“Sounds fine!” Walter agreed heartily, 





























glancing at the van backing out of the drive- 
way. “Guess I'd better go into the house now 
and see if there’s something I can do. I want 
to help Mother get Wanda’s room in order. 
It’s almost her naptime. See you later.” He 
turned away, and with a merry whistle lifted 
his sister to his shoulders and gaily jogged 
her across the lawn and into the house. 

“Nice boy,” Fred said. 

Stan scratched his head. “Well, I've seen 
a lot of things, but that guy takes the dumb- 
boy prize, if you ask me. Imagine trotting 
around with a baby on his back, like a horse, 
* if he enjoyed it.” 

All afternoon they listened to the new boy 
whistle as he worked. 

“He'll run out of whistle when he gets 
tired,” Stan commented, but he was wrong. 
His neighbor continued to keep busy and 
musical at the same time. 

The next morning the two neighbor 
women and their families met in the yard. 
They talked together while the children 
played on the lawn. 

“I’ve never seen a boy take such good care 
of his little sister,’ Mrs. Thurman confessed, 
nodding toward Walter. “My boys always 





complain when I ask them 
to stay with Patsy, even if 
it is for just a little while.” 

Mrs. Reeves glanced at 
her son as he helped his 
sister climb the porch 
steps. “Walter has always 
taken care of Wanda. In fact, he seems to 
enjoy it. Whenever he’s home from school 
I never worry about her. I know they are 
together and all is well.” 

Stan heard his mother sigh, and had a 
good idea what she was thinking. He looked 
at the new neighbor boy. “I think he’s a 
sissy,” he said to himself. “I’m not sure that 
I'm going to like him, after all.” 

Next afternoon Fred proudly introduced 
Walter to their friends. He was welcomed 
heartily, and soon everyone was interested 
in the game. Walter proved to be as expert 
as Fred had bragged, much to Stan’s disap- 
pointment. “Maybe he can play ball, but he’s 
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Patsy watched with clasped hands and starry eyes 
as big brother Stan began to make her a play car. 




















* 
DSS BSB BWSB VSB VTA SVASVASFVAAAVAASe 





RECORDING ANGEL 


By EDNA ATKIN PEPPER 


Beside me all the years along, 
With folded angel wing, 

There moves a shining figure that 
Records each little thing. 


The deeds forgotten long ago 
By angel eyes observed 

Are all recorded in the book; 
I'll get what | deserved. 


The sins are there I'm guilty of, 
And what God may commend; 

And now the angel turns the book 
To pages still d 


P 





And what he shall record this year 
Is strictly up to me; 

For I alone can spoil the page 
That God Himself shall see. 


Ba Alla atl tal tl tin tli tl lint tll ti tile Malad 


still a sissy,” he confided later to his brother. 

Fred looked surprised. “Where did you 
get such a lopsided idea? Walter is all right.” 

The brothers were in their living room 
looking out the window. Walter was not in 
sight, but his cheerful whistle came to them 
on the breeze. 

“What makes you think he’s a sissy?” Fred 
wanted to know. 

“He's tied to his mother’s apron strings. 
And he’s always imagining dangers that 
might hurt his sister, and trying to protect 
her from them. That isn’t being a real boy.” 

Fred shook his head. “I’m not at all sure 
you know what you are talking about. Walter 
is just that kind of boy.” 
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“What kind?” Stan queried. 

“Protective and considerate.” 

“T still call it sissy.” 

“Walter did a man-size job of helping his 
dad spade the garden last evening. Remem- 
ber, he pitched a strenuous game yesterday 


‘afternoon. And he whistled all the time.” 


“He’s always whistling!” Stan sneered. 

“You can’t criticize him for that. He 
makes real music.” 

“Why does he whistle so much?” 

Fred frowned at his brother. “Such ques- 


whistle?” 

“I've a good notion to make him change 
his tune,” Stan threatened. 

Fred turned away from the window. “Why 
don't you like his whistle? It sounds good to 
me. And he doesn’t whistle the same tune 
very often.” 

Stan grinned, an unpleasant gleam in his 
eyes. “That's not what I’m talking about. 
Stick around tomorrow and you'll know why 
I call Walter a sissy. Who can tell? he might 
even be a cry baby.” 

Fred looked at his brother. “I don’t know 
what you mean, but if I can guess what you 
are planning, I don’t like it.” 

“Give me your opinion about this time 
tomorrow.” There was an edge of sarcasm in 
his voice. 

“Be careful, Bud,” Fred warned. “Don’t do 
anything you'll regret.” 

Next day Stan and Fred joined Walter as 
he was pushing two swings on which Patsy 
and Wanda were seated. The little girls were 
laughing gleefully, and as usual Walter 
seemed to be enjoying himself. 

“Tl give you a hand,” Stan ventured, and 
caught his sister's swing. Hoarsely he whis- 
pered in her ear, “Go home!” 

Patsy turned to him surprised, but before 
she could answer, he repeated the words, “Go 
home right away, and stay there.” 

He sounded so cross that she immediately 
jumped to the ground and hurried home- 


tions! How do I know why he likes ¢ 


ward. 
“Oh,” Wanda called, “Baby go too.” An® 


she toddled after Patsy. 

“This is just what I’ve been waiting for,” 
Stan told himself. To the neighbor boy he 
said, “Fine swings and exercise bar you have 
here. Let’s see who can get to the top first.” 

Walter smiled. “I guess it’s strong enough 
to hold the three of us.” 

“Sure is,” Stan encouraged. “Let’s climb to 
the top.” To page 20 
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Red Belly—the Snarling Snake ” 





N SPITE of the menacing sound of the 

title, the red-bellied snake is one of the 

most harmless of all the reptiles. It is seldom 
seen because it is so plain and secretive. 

The little red belly has a most peculiar 
way of curling its upper and lower lips as 
though snarling to demonstrate how fero- 
cious it is. Usually, when captured, the red 
belly squirms and wriggles, trying to get free. 
If this doesn’t work, it curls its lips just like 
a snarling dog. If a larger snake did this, it 
might be frightening, but when the red belly 
does it, it’s quite humorous. No other snake 
attempts to defend itself in this way. 

Full grown, the red-bellied snake is about 
the size of a pencil in diameter and up to 
one and one-half times a pencil’s length. The 
little fellow is common in the Eastern States 
from Maine and New York to Florida, and 
west to Minnesota and Missouri. 

It is an easy snake to identify. Its back 
and sides are brown and its belly is red, 
varying from a light pink to a bright red. 
Another characteristic marking is three yel- 
low spots around the neck. One spot is on 
the back of the neck, 
with one on each side. 

The red belly is 
fussy about what it 
eats. It apparently 
likes only slugs. Slugs, 
as you know, are a 


creatures can be seri- 
ous pests in rose gar- 
dens and _ cabbage 
fields. So the red belly 
is of some use to man, 
since it helps to con- 
trol these pests. 

A young red belly 







is a tiny creature. At birth it is only about 
three inches long and as small around as a 
piece of uncooked spaghetti. The young 
snakes are born alive instead of hatching 
from eggs as some snakes do. They are usu- 
ally born in midsummer, and a family may 
consist of anywhere from one to fourteen 
babies. 

This little snake would be fun to keep 
for a while as a pet, but it would be hard to 
feed, as it isn’t always easy to catch slugs. It 
will become quite used to its owner, and 
not mind being handled at all. 

There is a Bible verse that reminds us of 
the red belly. James 3:7 says, “For every 
kind of beasts, and of birds, and of serpents, 
and of things in the sea, is tamed, and hath 
been tamed of mankind.” The red belly is so 
meek and tame that it fits the description 
perfectly. Even the serpent has been tamed 
to reveal to us more of God through its 
wonderful ways of living. 


Red belly looking out from beneath a large stone 
where he has been searching for a dinner of slugs. 
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CAMPING IN THE SNOW 


By DONALD M. PALMER / 





PHOTOS, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 


These are not Eskimos at the North Pole after their dog team died, but 
Pathfinders off for a weekend of fun, hauling camping gear on a sled. 


Nor many people have enough courage to 
camp in the snow. But with careful 
preparation and an understanding of the 
conditions, it is neither dangerous nor fool- 
hardy. So let’s go winter camping with a 
group of older Juniors who are in good 
health. First though, we must get ready. 


Proper Clothing 


This is very important. The secret of keep- 
ing warm is to have a layer of warm air in- 
side the clothing around the body. Your 
winter list should include several pairs of 
heavy woolen socks, two pairs of heavy 
woolen underwear, flannel shirts, wool coat 
with hood, and heavy woolen pants. For 
your feet you should have waterproof boots 
with room enough to permit plenty of free- 
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dom after putting 
on two pair of wool 
socks. Tight shoes 
produce cold feet. 

On the Canadian 
prairie at 40° be- 
low zero—Br-r-r— 
I used to walk a 
mile to cut a hole 
in the iced river, in 
order that the cows 
could drink. I wore 
woolen socks in 
bedroom _ slippers 
inside rubber navy 
boots. My feet kept 
snug and = warm. 
You will need a 
cap with flaps and 
woolen _— mittens, 
with outer leather 
ones to cover these. 

The greatest win- 
ter enemy is damp- 
ness. Dry clothes 
both day and night are important. Your 
body can stand dry cold more than it can wet 
cold. Sleeping in daytime clothing is danger- 
ous. It is damp from perspiration. You 
should have dry sleeping clothes for night 
use, as part of your sleeping bag equipment. 
I suggest you sleep in your extra pair of 
woolen underwear plus woolen socks. TI 
clothes you wear during the day should 
aired and dried by the fire at night, and your 
night clothes and sleeping bag aired and 
dried by day. 
Sleeping Gear 

Sleeping warm is vitally important. It is 
wise to sew an extra blanket inside the 


sleeping bag, and when you go to bed bunch 
up the corners of the sleeping bag near your 

















head and tie them with a rope. 
Be sure you are able to untie the 
knots quickly in case a spark 
from the fire sets your sleeping 
bag on fire. Better yet, sleep in a 
mummy bag. It is always wise to 
take a small pillow with you. 
To safeguard from dampness, 
each person should have a canvas 
tarpaulin to put beneath and 
over him. A good insulation 
from dampness is newspaper, so 
take plenty along. A good trick is 
@ fill a canteen with hot water 
and put it at the bottom of your 
sleeping bag. Or, heat a_ rock, 
cover it with cloth, and use it 
instead of a hot-water bottle. 


Winter Shelters 


Use a tent without a floor, for 
it will be easier to keep dry. 
Moisture from body warmth col- 
lects during the night, so the tent must be 
dried during the day. 

Don’t expect to put up your tent with 
tent pegs. It won’t work. You must use heavy 
logs or rocks to hold the tent down. Lay the 


logs or rocks along the sides of the tent and - 


anchor the tent ropes to them. 

Use a tent with an open front. Build a 
large reflector fire five or six feet away, and 
reflect the heat into the tent. That way you 
will be warm all night, provided the fire 
doesn’t go out. Arrange the logs so they feed 
themselves into the flames automatically. 

Not long ago a high school boy lost his 
life on the slopes of Mount Hood, Oregon. 
He had wandered away from his skiing party. 
Being a beginner on skis, he floundered 
about in the snow for hours trying to get 
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Notice that the food and tents are covered with a tarpaulin, 
then securely roped to the sled to avoid trouble on the way. 


somewhere, and as the shadows of evening 
lengthened, he tried desperately to find his 
way back to the lodge. In his excitement he 
took his skis off and frantically waded in 
various directions trying to’ find his way. A 
searching party looked all night in vain, and 
in the early daylight hours they found him 
frozen to death. 

It was evident by the many matches and 
the cigarette lighter about the frozen boy 
that he had been unable to build a fire in the 
snow. People who die of exposure in winter 
are always unprepared and lack training and 
equipment. 

Here is a handy suggestion for fire build- 
ing in the snow. If the snow is deep, lay some 
logs side by side to make a platform on top 
of the snow, and then build the fire on top 
of the platform. However, if 
there isn’t much snow, just 
clean away a spot. 

In your outdoor living 
you will be faced one time 
or another with the need 
for finding dry material 
when everything seems wet. 
Here are several suggestions. 
Look for dead limbs on 
To page 16 





All set for a warm night. A re- 
flector fire has been built in 
front of the tent, throwing the 
heat back over the sleeping bags. 
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Would Nour be absent from the examination on Sabbath—and risk 


having to take the whole year’s work over again? 


THE MYSTERIOUS TEST 
e” 


g I am sorry, but I cannot come to 
school tomorrow! It is the Lord’s day, 
and there is only one school which I attend 
on Saturda 9 

“It’s this one!” snapped the principal. 

“We call it the Sabbath school,” the boy 
continued. “There we study the Bible 
and Fe 

“Change that crazy idea of yours, Nour. 
Every day belongs to God and is the Lord's 
day. What would we do if Ahmed quit 
school on Friday, and you did not come on 








Saturday and John refused to show up on ° 


Sunday? If we allowed such things to happen 
it wouldn't be long before this school would 
have to give a permanent vacation!” 

“But, sir, the Sabbath is different, for 
But with an angry look the principal inter- 
rupted. 

“Good-by, Nour,” he snapped. “We'll see 
you tomorrow!” 

Nour left the principal’s office more de- 
termined than ever before to obey God. He 
knew it might result in his dismissal from 
the government school. Suddenly he remem- 
bered that in that whole country of more 
than twenty million his church did not have 
one single school. “If I were dismissed,” he 
thought, “where would I go?” 

Upon his arrival at home he entered his 
room and implored God to help him stand 
firm to the principles he knew were right. 
As he rose from his knees his heart was light 
and his face was covered with a peaceful 
smile. “I will be as brave as Daniel,” he 
thought, “and as true as Joseph!” 

The days passed, and became weeks, and 
weeks became months, but Nour was never 
seen in the government school on Sabbath. 
His friends ridiculed him, and his teachers 
made fun of him, but somehow he was not 
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dismissed from school, although he thought 
each day might be his last. 

Then one day two professors were talking 
to each other. 

“What a bright student Nour is!” one of 
them said. 

“If only he did not keep Sabbath on Satur- 
day!” sighed the other. “He is bright all 
right, and you know he is always tidy. He 
comes to classes on time. He never quarrels 
with his schoolmates, and he is the first in 
his class.” 

“I am afraid he is going to find it tough 
at the end of the year!” reflected the first 
teacher. 

“You mean the exams?” 

“Yes, exactly! What will 
he do if one of the exams 
falls on Saturday?” 

“Oh, I think he'll take 
it. He won't lose a whole 
school year just to keep his 


Sabbath!” Both teachers 
smiled. 
“Time will tell, of 


course, but it looks doubt- 
ful!” said the first teacher 
as they separated. 

At home Nour's family 
noticed that he was pray- 
ing much more frequently 
than usual. He prayed at all 
times. In fact, more than 
once he was seen on his 
knees during the night 
pleading for strength to be 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
The principal told Nour to sit 


at the desk. All the teachers in 
the school were watching him. 








EST 
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“as brave as Daniel and as true as Joseph.” 

It was not long before the students were 
reviewing for the first examination. Nour 
was intelligent, and all the other students 
knew it. “Nour, won't you help me with this 
algebra problem?” they begged. “Let's re- 
view physics together, Nour; I need your 
help!” “Tell me, Nour, can you spare a few 
minutes this afternoon?” Yes, Nour knew 
the answers, and he was always glad to help 
—even those who laughed at his “funny 
ideas”! 

Monday was a big day! The whole school 
looked different. The students forgot to play 
and the teachers looked quite dignified. 










Groups gathered here and there to collect 
last-minute facts that might possibly be 
called for in the examination. The bell rang. 
Hearts beat faster. Then with all his dignity 
the representative from the Ministry of 
Education stepped out of his car and was 
taken in by the principal after a warm wel- 
come. A whisper passed among the students, 
“He will sign our certificates if we pass. He 
has to see the test papers, too!” 

It was an eventful day. Nour knew that 
he had done very well, and he offered a 
prayer of thanksgiving. The next few days 
were not much different from Monday. Ex- 
citement—exams—smiles—and tears! But 
all through the week a notice on the bulletin 
board reminded him of an exam scheduled 
for Sabbath morning. He swallowed hard. 
“T'll be in Sabbath school,” he thought, “but 
God will help me out.” 

That Friday night he spent much time 
with God. It was late when he went to bed, 
and it seemed just a few minutes that he had 
slept when the morning sun brightened his 
bedroom. Up he jumped and started to sing. 
He had been praying that something would 
happen to stop the examination from being 
held on Sabbath, and now with peace in his 
heart, off to Sabbath school he went. 

It wasn’t a regular meeting place, for the 
church was not allowed to hold services in 
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that country. The members grouped off in 
private homes and held their meetings se- 
cretly. They desired very much to sing, but 
they dared not lift their voices lest the police 
hear and come, and imprisonment would 
surely follow. 

In the home where Nour went to worship, 
those present prayed especially for him in 
his trial. No sooner had they chorused their 
Amen than a knock came on the door. With 
fear and trembling the hostess peaked 
through the upper window, and all eyes ques- 
tioned, “Is it a policeman?” 
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FROM BASKET TO PALACE 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


You hear of me first as a baby 

When my mother hid me with care 
In a basket among the rushes, 

And the princess found me there. 
I grew up in the king's palace, 

But my people | never forgot, 
And | led them out of bondage 

As the leader they had sought. 


Who was I? 


Answer on page 17 


EEE 


“It’s a boy,” said the hostess as she started 
downstairs. 

“Nour!” shouted the woman, “come down. 
He wants you.” 

“Now what?” said Nour as he thought- 
fully descended the steps. 

“Good morning, Ali,” 
“Come in!” 

“No—no—I—I—can't—Come quickly!— 
Come to school!” Ali panted. 

“What's the matter?” Nour asked. 

“You see—you—your name was read just 
—just before the examination Let me 
rest a minute, please.” 

“Yes, then what happened?” queried Nour 
with open eyes and pounding heart. 

“When the inspector did not hear you say 
‘Present, he asked about you. The principal 
exchanged winks with the other teachers in 
the hall and called me. 

“‘Go quickly and tell him to come right 
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started Nour. 








now,” he said. “So, I ran to your house, but 
did not find you. Your neighbor told me you 
were here. I came running all the way. Hurry 
up, Nour, don’t be foolish! You will lose your 
whole school year.” Running up the street, he 
called over his shoulder, “You still have 
enough time to complete the test.” His voice 
died in the distance. 

Turning around, Nour started to climb the 
stairs—back to Sabbath school. As soon as 
he told the members they held a season of 
prayer, asking God to intervene so that 
Nour would not have to repeat his school 
year just because of the one examination that 
occurred on the Sabbath day. 

It was very hard for Nour to wait for 
Monday. Sunday was indeed a long day. But 
he did not waste time. Study and prayer kept 
him busy until it was time for school again. 
He went Monday morning much earlier than 
usual. What were the results of the previous 
week, especially the Sabbath incident? Fur- 
thermore, what were the results of the count- 
less prayers that had been offered in his 
behalf? 

When eight o'clock struck, the principal 
called Nour to his office and told him to be 
ready for an appointment at nine. It was to 
be in the main hall. Very few students were 
on the campus, but Nour noticed that all the 
teachers were there. Were they going to dis- 
miss him? But maybe their presence had 
nothing to do with him! 

Five past eight—ten past eight—fifteen 
past eight! Oh, how long an hour can be 
sometimes! Suddenly he forgot that he was 
waiting, and began to communicate with his 
heavenly Father. When he thought of the 
appointment again, he quickly looked at his 
watch—it was only eight-thirty! He kept 
looking at his watch, and at five to nine he 
could wait no longer, so he went to the hall. 

Upon entering that big place he was 
shocked to see the representative of the Min- 
istry of Education. What was he doing there? 
Next to him was the principal, and all 
around were the teachers! The place looked, 
like a judgment hall. Nour was frightened 
He was the only student present. = 

“Sit at that desk, will you?” the principal 
said. A dozen eyes rested upon him. Some 
faces were frowning, others were smiling! 
With trembling legs the boy sank into the 
seat of the appointed desk. In front of him 
was a folder. 

“Open the folder and proceed,” the princi- 
pal announced. To page 19 
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TATTLETALE TIM 4 


By TOMMY TUCKER / 


A‘ FIRST Tim Willens got along well at 
the Mayflower City School. He had been 
scared the first day he went, for he had never 
been to so large a school before. 

Early that morning he made his way 
slowly up the long walk and entered his class- 
room. It was larger than any he had been 
in before, and many other students had ar- 
rived ahead of him. They stood talking and 
laughing in groups. 

But Tim was sociable, and soon had several 
friends. He liked the school better as he be- 
came accustomed to it, and he liked the 
children. Then something went wrong. Tim 
couldn’t imagine what it was. But his new 
friends didn’t like him any more. 

He was wondering what the trouble was 


“Ha, ha!” laughed Billy, “Il caught you, Tim, and I’m 


going to tell Mrs. Tockson you're on the grass!” 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 








' wy the GH 
bts te! 


wai ae \ ee vo 


eu ihey at all with \\ vw a 


onal 


al a “en 


wih aps NaN ti 


edu am 










2, 


iY - 


x 









ms nen 
had i! ‘gyi 


yp pal it 


byie. hiyte. i 
sth i," 


ihe Sys Ve et 
{7 


when he saw Billy run across the front lawn, 
which was against the rules. He rushed off 
and told Mrs. Tockson, the teacher. “Oh! So 
Billy ran across the front lawn!” she ex- 
claimed. “Wait till I get hold of him,” and 
off she went to find the disobedient boy. 

Tim went with Mrs. Tockson, and showed 
her where Billy was. “Billy! Bill—ee!” she 
called, but Billy didn’t come. 

“Tl go and tell him you want him,” offered 
Tim. Then he ran to the spot where Billy 
was playing catch. “Mrs. Tockson wants 
you!” he said. 

“Why?” asked Billy. 

“Because you ran across the front lawn.” 

“Did you tell her that?” Billy said, looking 
crossly at Tim. 

“Well,” replied Tim, “you did, didn’t you? 
And it was breaking the school rules.” 

Billy shot daggers from his eyes at Tim as 
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he walked toward the teacher. “Now, why is 
he mad at me?” Tim wondered as he started 
for the classroom. 

He was thinking about Billy, and why he 
was losing his friends, when suddenly he 
heard Billy calling his name sharply, “Tim, 
Tim!” 

He turned around, and then, for the first 
time, realized he was on the front lawn. He 
had walked across it without thinking. “I 
caught you!” laughed Billy, “and I'm going 
to tell Mrs. Tockson!” 

“Oh! Please don’t, Billy; please don’t!” 

“But you told on me, didn’t you?” Billy 
said, “so, I'm going to tell on you!” 

“But, but—” Tim said. “I’m sorry, honest 
I am. I’ll—I'll never tell on you again, never 
—or anyone else.” 

“O.K., Tim. I wasn’t going to tell Mrs. 
Tockson anyway. But if you tell on me or 
anyone else again, I will!” 

“Thanks,” Tim said, and then sat down 
on a bench. “That’s the reason,” he thought. 
“That’s the reason I'm losing my friends. 
I'm going to stop tattling, and perhaps my 
friends will like me again!” 





Camping in the Snow 
From page 11 


standing trees. The inner wood will gen- 
erally be dry. Many stumps, or dead trees 
lying on the ground, have dry leaves and 
wood underneath them, where the rain and 
snow do not reach. Caves and ledges in the 
rocks are a catch-all for leaves and bits of 
wood. Don’t neglect the shredded bark of 
such trees as cedar and birch. It is good 
tinder. Look under thick bushes and trees, 
and you may find dry material, if the weather 
hasn’t been wet too long. It is wise to lay in 
a supply of wood under canvas if you are 
going to camp any length of time. And fi- 
nally, take a candle in your pack. It is ex- 
cellent for starting a fire, especially if the 
day is windy or the tinder is stubborn. 


Winter Foods 


Next to sleeping well, food of the right 
sort is most important in winter camping. 
Foods with extra heat-producing fats and 
sugars are needed. Make your food list as 
simple as possible, and use dehydrated foods, 
for they are easy to fix and will not freeze. 
If possible, use a corner of your tent to store 
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food that might freeze. The warmth of the 
tent will keep the foods just right. 

There are many good wilderness menus 
published, and you can work out a complete 
food list for your winter trip. One good book 
with recipes is Way of the Wilderness by 
Calvin Rutstrum, Burgess Publishing Co., 
426 S. Oth Street, Minneapolis 15, Minne- 
sota. 

Be sure to drink your allotment of water 
each day. In winter some people do not drink 
enough, and so put an extra burden on their 
kidneys. If you have no water supply, melt 
the snow, and it will give you the water you 
need. 


A Few More Suggestions 


Watch out for sunburn. You can burn 
faster than in the summertime. Do not go 
winter camping without sunglasses. Snow 
blindness is no joke. 

Here is a handy suggestion. Let each per- 
son in the camping group bring a walking 
stick, known as a staff, about five feet long. 
When you set up your camp use the staves 
for making tables, racks, et cetera. A wide 
variety of things can be made with a num- 
ber of staves. 

One more thing, be sure your matches are 
waterproof. In winter camping, failure to 
have dry matches would put you in a very 
disagreeable situation. 


What to Look For 


The white world is full of stories for one 
to read. The combat, failure, and success of 
animal and bird life are evident everywhere. 
Every track of a wild creature tells its own 
story—a rabbit escaping an enemy, a squirrel 
foraging for food, a deer moose wandering in 
all directions taking his exercise, and the 
trail of a grouse ending in flight. 

Many birds inhabit the winter woodlands. 
You may see the bluejay, screech owl, red- 
headed woodpecker, crow, ruffed grouse, 
and many others. 

Danger lurks in the winter woods. Hawks 
are ready to make a meal of a woodpecker, 
chickadee, or nuthatch. 

Have you ever heard of hunting insects 
in winter? Well, just go in the woods and 
turn over a few logs or dig a log open. You 
will find spiders, ground beetles, shells of 
land snails, and borers of many kinds, that 
have left their channels. If you are observant, 
you may see the mourning cloak butterfly 
flying about on almost any mild day. 





0” 





q 


Be sure you examine the insect galls. 
There are a large variety of them, and they 
will prove to be interesting. These galls pro- 
vide a waterproof and cozy shelter for insect 
inhabitants. 

On the snow you will find tree seeds that 
have blown down. Examine these seeds and 





determine which tree they come from. It is 
a much greater challenge to know the wood- 
land in winter than it is in summer. 

I would highly recommend winter camp- 
ing as an outstanding experience for older 
Juniors and youth. Just be sure the under- 
taking is well planned and well executed. 
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Guess Who Fi 
By RILLA BOYNTON f\ 


| am thinking of a young man of the tribe of 
Benjamin. He had two brothers and two sisters. Once 
he escaped death by dodging just in time. Another 
time he was sentenced to death, but the people loved 
him and would not let him be killed. There is no 
sin recorded against him. He and his brothers were 
killed in battle with the Philistines. His name begins 
with “J.” See 1 Samuel 14. 


How Old Was Noah? p 
By SYLVA HARPER 


How old was Noah when he and his family en- 
tered the ark? Find out— 

1. By adding the ber of cubits in the 
length of the ark (Gen. 6:15). 

2. And the number of days the rain came 
upon the earth (Gen. 7:17). 








Total 

3. Subtract the number of days the waters 
prevailed upon the earth (Gen. 7:24). cercssssnunn 
Remainder ................. 

4. Add the number of months the waters 

decreased so the tops of the mountains could 
be eset (Gem Bey, C(t 
Eee 

5. Divide by the number of each kind of 
animal Noah took into the ark (Gen. 7:9). csc 
Dividend on.cccccccnn 

6. Add the number of the day of the sev- 

enth month when the ark rested upon Ararat 
ROM cae 
ee 

7. Subtract the number of birds Noah 

sent out from the ark after the Flood (Gen. 
See! oe ee Seatac 
Remainder ................ 

8. Subtract the depth the water prevailed 
on the earth (Gen. 7:20). Spee 
Remainder ................ 

9. Multiply by the number of persons 

saved in the ark besides Noah and his wife 
(Gen. 7:13). = ve 
Age of Noah at the Flood (Gen. 7:6). o.oo 
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Nature Search p 
By MAY CARR HANLEY* 


Here are twelve nature words found in the Bible. 
Some are spelled from the last letters of one word 
plus the first letter of the next word as: Is the clam 
blue? When you add b to lam, you have lamb. Some 
need letters from three words. Find the Bible nature 
words in the sentences. This list will help you. 


ape tree 
rain snail 
mist wind 
water sea 
‘flower goat 
frost elm 


. | do not think he will win. Do you? 

The train will go at five o'clock. 

. They saw a person in the seat. 

What you see in the water are not reeds. 

The ram is tied to the post. 

. The stranger studied the travel magazine. 

. Did you leave your mackinaw at Erma’s house? 
. As we walked to and fro, Stanley found the coin. 
. His nail box tipped over. 

. The thief lowered the box into the well. 


Swmnanaurwn= 
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Animals and Men of the Bible y 
By PHYLLIS SOMERVILLE \/ v 


Match the name of the person with the animal 
with which he can be associated, such as John the 
Baptist—locusts. 


. ao a. talking ass 
. Balaam b. swine 
. Noah c. ravens 





. Prodigal son d. lion and bear 


1 
2 
3 
4 
5. Pharaoh 
6 
7 
8 
9 





aA Ss | 
. David f. dove 
. Daniel g. flies 
. Job ..  h. oxen 
PMN Sascha i. camels 
ANSWERS 
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“From Basket to Palace,”” page 14: Moses. 
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CHAKLES CAREY 


CE GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Junior youth to play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these thirty sets of twin 
cards will provide instruction and entertain- 
ment for very young children by making them 
familiar with some common words through 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 nicely 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes interest in Bible 
facts. Some of the questions test the memory; 
— provoke thought. Profitable for Sabbath 
ours. 


PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes and 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could you 
locate these references in the Bible? This 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible place names 


PRICE, $1.00 


Prices Higher in Canada 
Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MTP LIM, 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 







































BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
afford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it, 
but the maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests one’s 
knowledge of Bible characters and one's agility 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting 


forfeit system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules provided, 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible "ede olny and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found. 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle or church group 


when played intelligently. 
PRICE, $1.25 ; 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible 
PRICE, $1.00 
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The Mysterious Test 
From page 14 


Slowly and cautiously Nour opened the 
folder. The examination questions stared at 
him! Unbelievable! His heart skipped a 
beat! Blood rushed to his face! He bowed his 
head and closed his eyes. “He's praying,” 
whispered a teacher. “He’s certainly a cou- 
rageous boy—a faithful fellow!” Time fairly 
flew as he wrote the answers easily. Then he 
handed in his papers. 

“Thank you, Professors. You are all very 
kind,” he said courteously, and away he went, 
walking on air! 

His grades revealed that he was the top 
student in his class. He was honest, he was 
faithful, he was brave—as brave as Daniel 
and as true as Joseph. Until this day his 
unique examination is a mystery. Had a spe- 
cial examination ever been given in that 
country before so a boy could keep the Sab- 
bath? Has one ever been given since? Most 
unlikely. But “prayer changes things.” And 
faith can move mountains—move tests, pro- 
fessors, principals, and government officials! 

Today Nour is a professor in an Adventist 
college in the Middle East helping to train 
young people “to stand for the right though 
the heavens fall.” 





Lost in the Wilderness 
From page 5 


the top and began calling again for Johnson. 
The private, however, was not to be seen, nor 
could O'Neil get an answer. 

“Johnson! Johnson! Where are you?” 

He listened. The wind was coming up the 
draw in gusts and made a mournful sound in 
his ears, but no Johnson answered. 

“Now’'l wonder what has become of him?” 

Calling again and again, O'Neil finally 
gave up and headed back to camp without 
his hiking companion. 

“He’s probably gone on back too,” he 
said to himself. 

But Johnson had not gone back. He was 
wandering, desperately wandering among 
the wild ravines of the ice flow trying to 
find O'Neil. On and on he went, becoming 
more confused the farther he traveled, 
frightened and nearly frozen from the ice 
and the cold wind. 

When O'Neil found the camp empty he 
began firing his gun to show Johnson the 


way back. He rounded up the other men, and 
together they built huge bonfires on the 
dirges so that the lights could be seen for 
miles around, but still Johnson did not re- 
turn. O'Neil’s haggard face showed his 
worry and concern as he ordered all hands 
to the search. Combing the hillside and back- 
tracking along the ridge and down on the 
ice flow itself, the men searched in every 
direction. 

“I tell you, this is a mystery,” exclaimed 
O'Neil at last. “Let’s pull stakes and hurry 
back to the main Cache Camp and see if we 
can contact Hawgood and his men.” 

When they arrived at the camp, Hawgood 
was there waiting with the sad news of the 
destruction of his instruments on the trek 
toward the Elwha. 

“I have sadder news,” O'Neil spoke slowly. 
“You lost your instruments, but I’ve lost a 
man.” 

“Why not send Heagraff to the river to 
watch that way, and I'll go with the rest of 
the men to look for him on the ice?” Haw- 
good suggested. 

This was agreed upon, and for several days 
the searching went on. But no Johnson 
appeared. 

“It’s up to his own judgment now,” O'Neil 
frowned. “The only hope for the man is that 
he will have sense enough to follow the river 
out to the ocean.” 

“If he follows the code of the wilderness, 
he'll be all right,’ Hawgood comforted. 
“Keep cool and keep moving.’ ” 

“Yes, but he’s probably hopelessly lost, 
and waiting for help. Maybe he’s even hurt.” 
O'Neil’s voice trailed off in a whisper. 

Late that evening a courier arrived from 
Port Angeles. O'Neil was to report back to 
regular Army duty at Fort Leavenworth. 

“I would like to stay—stay to find John- 
son and see more, but I must go. Hawgood, 
you know this country as well as I do. My 
conscience tells me that you should stay and 
put forth every effort to find Johnson.” 

Next morning O'Neil slowly made his 
way with the courier toward Port Angeles. 
Waving good-by to his faithful men, he 
rounded a bend in the mountain and was 
gone. 

The rest of the party stayed on, but to no 
avail. The searching was a fruitless enter- 
prise now that Johnson had been lost so 
long. What finally became of the poor man 
nobody knows. Perhaps he did make his way 
out and found civilization again. 
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O'Neil arrived in Port Angeles just in 
time to catch the steamer. Looking out across 
the little town, he failed to see the people 
waving good-by from the wharf; he was 
looking beyond—to the snow-capped peaks 
and the land of the thunderbird. With a 
squared jaw and a determination that spoke, 
not of an idle dream, but of a reality, he said, 
“I’m coming back, mountains. I’m coming 
back to cut a trail clear across to the ocean.” 

Lt. Joseph O'Neil did. It took nearly five 
years of waiting, but he returned, and cut a 
trail across the last frontier—a ninety-mile 
trail clear to Aberdeen. But that is another 
story, another adventure in courage, stamina, 
determination, and pluck. Perhaps sometime 
I can tell you about it. 


The End 
(Next week begins a brand-new serial by 
Josephine Cunnington Edwards, called, 


“Wings of Faith.” Don’t miss a single install- 
ment. ) 


Whistling Walter 


From page 8 


“Come on,” Fred laughed. “Don’t take all 
day.” He was the first to reach the overhead 
bar of the playground equipment. 

“Let’s play follow the leader. I'll be it!” 
Stan exclaimed, sliding down a pole. 

“Fine!” Walter agreed, grasping the pole 
and starting down. 

Quick as a flying arrow, Stan grabbed a 
swing and hurled it at the pole in time to 
strike Walter just as his feet touched the 
ground. Walter cried out in pain as a sharp 
corner cut into his forehead above his left 
eye. Stunned for a moment, he swayed, 
clutching the pole. Then he lifted his left 
hand to his forehead and brought it away 
with blood in the palm. 

Instantly Fred was beside him and Wal- 
ter’s mother was coming on the run. “I’m all 
right,” Walter told them, regaining his com- 
posure. “It was just an accident.” 

Just an accident! No, it was a cruel, dan- 
gerous, deliberate act, and Stan knew it. 
Walter had tears in his eyes from the stun- 
ning blow, but he was not crying. Instead, he 
was assuring his mother that he was not 
badly hurt and that it had only been an 
accident. 

Stan looked at his brother, but Fred looked 
past him, with set jaws. Yes, Fred knew it 
was not an accident. 
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“You must come inside,” Walter’s mother 
said, putting an arm around her son's 
shoulder. 

Suddenly Stan realized what a_ horribly 
mean thing he had done. Shame _ over- 
whelmed him. He took a couple of steps for- 
ward and placed a hand on Walter's arm. 
“I’m sorry,” he mumbled. “It wasn’t an 
accident, but it will never happen again, I 
promise you.” 

“Don’t let it worry you,” said Walter as 
he went into the house. 

- When the brothers were alone Fred said, 
“Yesterday you asked for my opinion of 
Walter. I’m ready to give it to you.” 

“Don't bother,” Stan replied, his head 
dropping. 

“I suppose you know you could have put 
out one of his eyes or even killed him.” 

The younger boy nodded. “I know. In fact, 
I know a lot of things I didn’t before. 
Walter’s way is right. I've been wrong.” Stan 
lifted his eyes and looked squarely at Fred. 
“From now on I'm righting some wrongs, 
starting with Patsy.” He walked into the 
dining room where the little girl sat on the 
floor with a color book and crayons. 

“How would you like me to build a car for 
you?” He smiled at his sister. 

Patsy dropped the red crayon she was 
holding. “I'd love you to!” 

“Come along, then. I’m in a building mood 
today.” 

A few minutes later in the garage work- 
shop Stan was busy adjusting a wheel on 
an axle while Patsy watched with clasped 
hands and starry eyes. 

Presently Fred came in. “Hi, Stan,” he said. 
“How come you're whistling so loud?” Stan 
looked at him blankly. Then a smile broke 
on his face. “You're right. Come to think 
of it, I was whistling. Hadn't noticed it.” 
He flicked the wheel with his finger and it 
spun merrily. “I wonder if that’s why Wal- 
ter’s always whistling. Doing things for your 
little sister makes you feel good all over.” 

Fred stood just inside the door, watching 


with his hands in his pockets. Stan pressed @ 


down on one end of the axle, trying to 
straighten it, but it slipped in the vise. “You 
know something, Fred?” he asked, a twinkle 
in his eye. “I reckon if you’d come over here 
and grab the other end of this axle, you'd 
start whistling too!” 

Fred took the hint, and Stan proved to be 
right. In two minutes there was a regular 
duet. 

















Trouble in the Hayloft 
From page 3 


Of course, as you can imagine, they didn’t 
like it a bit, for they had played in the hay- 
loft as long as they could remember. Some 
were quite upset, especially May, the ten- 
year-old. She couldn’t see why everybody had 
to stop jumping just because one of the 
boys had hurt himself a little bit. But she 
obeyed, like the rest, until—well, until one 
afternoon some visitors arrived with a couple 


eo children about May’s age. 


While the four parents went indoors to 
chat, May, with some of her brothers and 
sisters, made friends with the two little 
guests. By and by May asked them if they 
would like to see around the farm, and of 
course they said Yes. So they started off 
together, and pretty soon they came to the 
big barn. 

“What a lovely place to play!” cried the 
two visitors. “It’s so much bigger than ours. 
Don’t you have lots of fun jumping from the 
hayloft?” 

“Well, yes,” said May. “We used to before 
Daddy said we mustn't.” 

“Why don’t we jump now?” said the two 
visitors. “We've got lots of time, and ovr 
parents won't mind.” 

May and the others kept silent. They 
wanted to go up into the hayloft just as much 
as the visitors, but they kept thinking of 
what Daddy had told them. 

“Come on,” said the two little girls, as 
they went up the ladder, “Why don’t you 
come?” 

May looked at the others and then fol- 
lowed them. 

“I guess it will be all right, just for this 
afternoon,” she said. 

So up she went. 

Some of the others climbed up, too, and 
pretty soon they were all having the grandest 
time jumping off onto the hay. 

Then it happened. I am not sure just 

hat May did. Perhaps she slipped. I don’t 
know. But whatever the cause, she missed 


the main pile of hay and landed on the 
concrete floor. 

The others were horrified, and came run- 
ning to where May lay unconscious. 

At any other time they would have run 
to tell Daddy, but now they didn’t dare. 
They all knew they had been disobedient, 
and were afraid of what he might say to 
them. As for the two visitors, they were in 
tears. “It was all our fault!” they said. 

After a while two of the boys decided they 
had better take May to the house anyway. 
So they picked her up, and were just going 
out of the barn door when May came around. 

“Don’t take me indoors!” she cried. 
“Daddy will be so angry. Please don’t tell 
Daddy.” 

They helped her to stand up, but she was 
very dizzy. Then she began to cry and plead 
with them to keep it all secret, and they 
agreed. Daddy was never told, nor Mamma. 
Not till years afterward. 

But sometimes Daddy and Mamma won- 
dered what had happened to May. She was a 
changed girl, so different from the girl she 
had been before that fateful afternoon. She 
was always complaining of headaches. And 
always tired. How much she suffered! 

They took her to the doctor time and 
again. He gave her medicine of one kind or 
another, but none of it did her any good. As 
she got worse instead of better, he decided 
to give her a thorough examination, with 
X-rays and all the rest. And that is when he 
found the fracture. Then, of course, the truth 
came out. 

May had to have a serious operation, at 
great expense to her parents, before she got 
better. All because of one act of disobedience 
she was afraid to confess. 

Today May is all grown up, and has chil- 
dren of her own. I met her the other day. 
She told me how she tells this story from her 
childhood to her own boys and girls to teach 
them to obey, and tell the truth, and never to 
cover up a wrong. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


II-HEALING THE NOBLEMAN'S SON AND 
THE CENTURION'S SERVANT 


(JANUARY 8) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Texts: John 4:46-54; Matthew 8:5- 
13. 


Memory Verse: “Jesus saith unto him, Go 
thy way; thy son liveth. And the man _ be- 
lieved the word that Jesus had spoken unto 
him, and he went his way” (John 4:50). 
Guiding Thought 


Soon after Jesus had performed His first mira- 
cle two men came to Him for help. Both were 
men in responsible positions. One had had all the 
advantages that the Jewish nation could give him, 
but he did not have the faith that could make 
those advantages of value. The other had been 
reared in heathen beliefs and practices, but he 
had an open ear to what he had heard of Jesus, 
and an open heart to believe in Him. In this 
week’s lesson we shall see how each approached 
Jesus, how the faith of one was rewarded, and 
how the other learned the meaning of true faith. 


SUNDAY 
The Nobleman of Capernaum 


1. Where was 
His second 
54.) 

2. Who came to Him from Capernaum, and 
what request did he bring? (Verses 46, sec- 
ond part, 47.) 

NoTE.—"On reaching Cana he found a throng 
surrounding Jesus. With an anxious heart he 
pressed through to the Saviour’s presence. His 
faith faltered when he saw only a plainly dressed 
man, dusty and worn with travel. He doubted 
that this Person could do what he had come to 
ask of Him; yet he secured an interview with 
Jesus, told his errand, and besought the Saviour 
to accompany him to his home. But already his 
sorrow was known to Jesus. Before the officer 
had left his home, the Saviour had beheld his 
affliction.” —The Desire of Ages, pp. 197, 198. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
196, par. 3. Locate Cana and Capernaum on your 
Bible map. 


Jesus 
miracle? 


when He _ performed 
(John 4:46, first part, 





22 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


MONDAY 
The Need for Faith 


3. What did Jesus say when the nobleman 
requested Him to heal his son? (John 4:48.) 


NOTE.—Jesus read the thoughts of the noble- 
man. He was thinking that 7f Jesus healed h’s 
son then he would believe on Him. True faith 
accepts Christ’s will and believes in His way 
whatever may occur. 

4. How did the nobleman press home his 
petition, show his concern for his son, and 
his belief in Christ’s power? (Verse 49.) 


NoTE.—"Yet the nobleman had a degree of 
faith; for he had come to ask what seemed to him 
the most precious of all blessings. Jesus had a 
greater gift to bestow. He desired, not only to heal 
the child, but to make the officer and his house- 
hold sharers in the blessings of salvation, and to 
kindle a light in Capernaum, which was so soon 
to be the field of His own labors.’—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 198. 

5. When Christ said to him, “Go thy way; 
thy son liveth,” how did the nobleman show 
his faith in Christ’s word? (Verse 50.) 


For further reading: 
198, pars. 4, 5. 


The Desire of Ages, p. 


TUESDAY 
Faith Rewarded 


who came to meet him? What glad news di 
they bring? (John 4:51.) 

7. What inquiry did the nobleman 
of his servants? (Verse 52.) 


8. What effect did this miracle have on 
the nobleman and his family, besides restoring 
the sick boy to health? (Verse 53.) 


6. As the nobleman was on his way ey 
make 
NoTE.—‘“The nobleman longed to know more 


of Christ. As he afterward heard His teaching, he 
and all his household became disciples. Their 




















affliction was sanctified to the conversion of the 
entire family.’—The Desire of Ages, p. 200. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
199, pars. 1, 2; p. 200, pars. 1-3. 


WEDNESDAY 
A Roman Centurion Seeks Christ’s Help 


9. With what request did a Roman cen- 
turion approach Jesus in Capernaum one day? 
(Matt. 8:5, 6.) 


NOoTE.—"The centurion’s servant had been 
stricken with palsy, and lay at the point of death. 
Among the Romans the servants were slaves, 
bought and sold in the market places, and treated 
with abuse and cruelty; but the centurion was 
tenderly attached to his servant, and greatly de- 
sired his recovery. He believed that Jesus could 
help him. He had not seen the Saviour, but the 
reports he heard had inspired him with faith.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 315. 

10. How readily did Jesus volunteer to help 
him? (Verse 7.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
315, par. 2 from the seventh line, to end of 
second par., p. 316. 

Find out what a centurion was. 

What is palsy? 


THURSDAY 
Faith That Brought Joy to Jesus 


11. After Jesus volunteered to go and heal 
his servant, how did the centurion express 
faith in Christ’s power and authority? (Matt. 
8:8, 9.) 


12. How did Christ express surprise at the 
faith of one who had not had the privileges 
of the teachings of the law of God? (Verse 
10.) 


NOTE.—'The Jewish elders who recommended 
the centurion to Christ [Luke 7:4, 5}, had shown 





how far they were from possessing the spirit of 
the gospel. They did not recognize that our great 
need is our only claim on God’s mercy. In their 
self-righteousness they commended the centurion 
because of the favor he had shown to ‘our nation.’ 
But the centurion said of himself, ‘I am not 
worthy.’ His heart had been touched by the grace 
of Christ. He saw his own unworthiness; yet he 
feared not to ask help. He trusted not to his own 
goodness; his argument was his great need. His 
faith took hold upon Christ in His true character.” 
—The Desire of Ages, pp. 316, 317. 


13. How was the servant healed? (Verse 13.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
515; pat. 1; p. 3517, par. 3. 


FRIDAY 
Write N for Nobleman or C for Centurion 


1. Who said: 

“My servant lieth at 
palsy"? ( ) 

“Sir, come down ere my child die’? (_ ) 

2. To whom was it said: 

“Except ye see signs and wonders, ye will 
not believe’? (_ ) 

“I will come and heal him’? (_ ) 

. About whom was it said: 

“And _ himself believed, 
house’? (_ ) 

“Verily I say unto you, I have not found so 
great faith, no, not in Israel”? (_ ) 


home sick of the 


we 


and his whole 


4. Who had faith before he approached 
Jesus? ( 
Who doubted before he sought Christ's 
help? (_ ) 


5. Who asked Jesus to go with him? (_ ) 
Who said, “Speak the word only’? (_ ) 
Review the Memory Verse 


Do we, after reading or hearing God’s Word, 
go our way, leaving all with Him? 


Jesus told the centurion 
to go home. His servant 
would surely be healed. 
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DID You KNOW that a sturgeon was once 
caught that weighed a ton? 


By HARRY BAERG 





CAVIAR, THE EGGS OF STURCEOWN, 

18 THOUGHT OF AS THE FOOO OF 

MILLIOWAIRES, BUT 1T WAS ONCE 

FEO TO PIGS IV AMERICA. WHENV 

PEOPLE BEGAW TO REALIZE HOW 

VALUABLE /T WAS THEY FISHEDS50O 

INDUSTRIOUSLY FOR THE STURGEON THAT THIS ONCE 

PLENTIFUL FISH GECAME RARE. NOW (TIS PROTECTED ANO 1S 
AGAIN INCREASING. 


THE COMMON STURPGEOW (S S/X 70/0 
FEET LONG. THE WHITE STURGEON OF 
THE NORTHWESTERN RIVERS CrhRows 70 
/4¢ FEET LONG AND MAY WEIGH 4000 
POUNDS. AIPUSSIAN STURGEON WAS 
CAUGHT THAT WAS 10 FEET LONGER 
AND WEIGHED 2000 POUNDS. 


THE SMALL MOUTH OF 

THIS FISH (5 TOOTHLESS 

AND IS PLACED UNDER THE 

LONG SWOWT. SINCE A STURGEQV 

WILL WOT RISE TO BAIT, 1T 15 

CAUGHT WITH Gill WETS THAT 

REST OW THE LAKE OR RIVER 

BOTTOM. BIG AS THEY ARE, THEY HAR OLY F1GHT 
AT ALL AWD ARE EASILY (7? OLLEO (NTO A BOAT. 
MOST OF THEIR LIFE (8S SPENT IN THE SEA, OUT 
THEY COME UP THE RIVERS TO SPAWY 1N THE SPRING. € 


THE STUPPGEON 15 A LAZY F/SH, WHICH 
LIVES OWN WORMS, AOLLUSKS, AND OTHER 
F000 THAT I(T FINDS BY ROOTING 
AROUND IN THE MUCK. SOME LIVE 
70 BE 200 70 300 YEARS O20. 
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